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Article 7

Scent of Rain
by Helinda Craig
It was the summer of my twelfth birthday when my best
friend Charlene, invited me to spend a Saturday afternoon
with her. She lived in an old farmhouse outside o f town that
had a musty attic made for little girls to explore. Her father
had fields of wheat and a pasture that was home for several
woeful-looking cows. I loved to go to her house because her
mother was always baking something that made their house
smell sweet and warm.

That Saturday she was baking an

apple cobbler for the“ dinner-on-the-ground” church social
the next day. The kitchen smelt of baked apples and cin
namon. Her mother shooed us outside to play in the fields
behind the house.

bravado of any boy, swallowing it in one loud gulp.
I made a face and asked, “ Yuck! How did it taste?”
I really didn t taste it at all, to be honest,” she grinned
proudly.
“ Ok, my turn.”
I looked nervously around, hoping no worms were
nearby.
Charlene appeared to be deep in thought as I anxiously
waited for my dare.
“ I dare you...” she paused for dramatic effect, “ to take all
your clothes off and run around the field.”
“ I can’t do that! What if your parents see me?” I argued.

I remember the grass came almost all the way to my

My dad has gone into towm for the day and mama is too

shoulders. Charlene and I ran barefoot up and down the

busy. She can’t see you anyway in the tall grass,” she said.

rows chased by ponytails of brunette and blond with bangs

Charlene looked me dead in the eye, and I knew I had to do

sticky and matted to our foreheads. We collapsed, giggling

it now or forever be called chicken.

on the side of the field furthest from the house, our breath
ragged from the wild run.

removed my cut-off blue jean shorts and red checkered

Let s play truth or dare,” Charlene piped up, still trying
to catch her breath.

halter top. I ran as fast as I could through the tall grass, my
heart pounding with fear and excitement. I remember how

I laughed and threw a piece of grass in her hair.

“ We

already know each other’s secrets. That’s no fun.”
Ok, we 11 just play dare.”

Once the decision was made, I jumped up and quickly

warm the hot sun felt beating down on me as the grass
tickled my naked body. I laughed out loud at the sheer wild

She looked at my doubtful

expression, “ ...unless you’ re too chicken.”

ness of it, running harder and harder till the blades of grass
stung my skin. WTien I came back to where Charlene sat gig

Those were fighting words to any twelve year old. “ I am
NOT scared...fine. I'll go first.”

gling hysterically, I plopped down beside her, sweat pouring
down my body making my tanned skin glisten.

I looked around for something to use, and my eye fell on
a bright red lady bug which I carefully removed from a piece
of grass. "Here, I dare you to eat this lady bug.”

I held it

out to her with a pleased smirk on my face.

That was fun,

I announced in a casual, confident way,

as if I had done it a hundred times before.

“ The grass

tickles like a thousand fingers.”
Charlene laughed and jumped up and stripped out of her

I knew Charlene prided herself on never losing a dare,
but the look of disgust on her face showed that maybe I had
outdone her with this one.

clothes.

Before I could say anvthing, she was running

through the grass like a gazelle. I chased after her, zig zagging across the field, laughing dizzily. I don't know how long

S1°wly she reached over and the unsuspecting ladv bu<*
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crawled across my dirty palm onto hers. She squeezed her

we chased each other back and forth that day, but somehow

e' es shut “ g*11 and popped the bug into her mouth with the

freedom.

W

it bonded our friendship to share in this exhilarating
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When our tired legs couldn’t carry us any further, we
wandered back to the pile of discarded clothes, just as a
storm cloud covered the sun from our view. We looked up
at the darkening sky as fat raindrops began to sting our skin,
washing the sweat from our bodies.

We both giggled as we

held hands and danced in a big circle with our arms opened
wide, catching raindrops on the end of our tongues. The
rain was warm and steamy, the air heavy with the strong
scent of summer rain.

Even now I remember the rain

caressing me, soothing the tiny, stinging welts the grass had
cut into my skin.
Charlene’s mother called our names from the back porch
until we were pulled from our world of freedom and rain.
We rushed to wiggle into our soaked clothes and held hands
as we ran back to the house. §

I llustration
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